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Otia tutus agit; procul ambitione, metuq: ! 
Qui recolens quicquid dignum eſt ſapiente, bonoque, 
Erernz meditatur ſeria vitæ, 
Gaudia deſpiciens moritura. 


8 
r 


2 
25 


1 
13 N : 8 
1 | 
% x 'F 5 7 , 
1 88 | 3 7 
. p . * 
1 
N 1 : 
. 78 


Pairs >y J. JONES, No. 111, GrarTON-STREET. 
3 | 


> eee. 


We air 
7 7 4687 


. 
: 

x 

» z 
* 


2 
4 5 


5 


ons 


INSCRIBED 


. 


23 
* 


„ 


ro THE RIO 


fl 
: 
S 
O 
jo» 
= 


EL 


were 
<£% 


Vimeo 


* 


1 
0 


mente repoſtum 


Manet alte 


3 
8 


_ 
e 
83888 


e 


—_ 


ä — —— —— — — 


[ 
: 
: 
: 
: 


5 3 0 
1 iz 1 * 
e OR 9 SUE 2 
N 8 EY er A Is 
MES oe We oY ING I PF» Ko 2 
- — N . 


4 Fay 4 o 4 . . 1 2 4 
e De . 
> Bd ä gd Cn ES 
2 m V $5: 3 36 Bath r „ 
P ͤ ͤ ona e 
* 3 Sy c 
* EROS A 3g + 22 2 
n — r Sh. 


TE One eons rode 30 
r 2 
e N 8 4 


Fay * 5 5 SW rl Ss, Ie 
» 7 led ee, UN ISE  r Ien WS. 
TIC Eel ror alin: I I 7h 


* * 


TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE * 


THE COUNTESS OF MOIRA. 


. r ſtrain, 4 ſhepherd-boy hath ſung ere while, 


All by the ſide of ſome romantic hill, 
(His flock at feed, ) perchance, may gain a ſmile, 

And thy ſoft breaſt with ſimple nature thrill ; 
Unmeet for him, to ſeize the golden quill | 
Of ſchoolmen ſage. He ſeeks more flowery ways, 
Where Joy and Peace their balmy ſweets diſtill. 
Thou didſt the Shepherd from oblivion raiſe, 


Andif he dares to charm, be thine, not his, the praiſe ! 
THOMAS DzRMOD *. 
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'T HOU ſportive 
To mark the firſt, faint 
When Morn, her dewy ſho 


Maid, who wont with beaming eye; 
purple of the ſky, 
w'r of fragrance flung, 


And waked on every {pray the tuneful throng» 


Or *tranced in penſive pleaſure's fairy dream, 
Beſide ſome ſtilly Lake's cærulean ſtream, 
Watch'd the pale Queen of Eve her ſhades rene W, 


And bid the lingering Sun 3 laſt adieu 
While the dim. copſe rung gallen, to each ſound, 
uid ſcene around. 


as rudely broke, 


And Silence huſh'd the lang 


Save, when the tender pauſe . 


By the tir'd oxen's looſely-tinkling yoke, 
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Or buſy mill, or ſoft pipe's plaintive tune, 

Or watch-dog baying the affrighted moon. 
Once more, oh deign, my artleſs ſong to guide, 
My genuine pleaſure, my delightful pride! 


Once more thy gentle charms o'er pain diffuſe, 
And let me boaſt, (fond wretch I) at leaſt- THE Mus. 


Ye ſages, ſay, why in the blooming brain 
Paſt joys renew, or ſorrows thrill again ? 
Say, why the faded thoughts diſtinctly move, 
And cull the floating ſeeds of Friendſhip or of Love ? 
In vain, tumultuous billows, howling roll, 

And burn, or freeze, beneath each ſavage pole; 

In vain, rough Alps their horrid brows extend, 

To hide the darling maid or faithful friend: 
Ip EA bodies forth the airy form, 

And Fancy triumphs o'er DeſtruQtion's ſtorm ; 
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Her brilliant pencil paints Cleora's cheek, 

Her radiant ringlets, and her dimples ſleek; 

So true, the youth appears completely bleſt, 

And claſps the beauteous phantom to his breaſt. 

A momentary joy ev'n dreams impart, 

And empty nothings captivate the heart: 

Such the frail tranſport Memory beſtows, _ 

When Time hath wean'd us from our bittereſt woes, 


Her 
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Pot . Wee nor a decay d. 
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Ah! I remember well yon ſhelter'd glade, 
Where careleſ o'er the flowering turf I play'd, 
1 With brother babes the antic revel framed, 
© Famed for my ſhrewdneſs, for my humor famed ; 
Fach ſport from childhood, up to ripening age, 
Is now enroll'd on MzMORx's filmy page 
Each ſweet idea ruſhes on my mind, 
Extractedly ſincere, and Ray refin'd. 
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_ How oft, where yonder ſign-board, ſimply gay, 
Flaunts on its creaking hinge athwart the way; 
When all the windows ſhone in burniſh'd blaze, 
Struck by the Lord of Splendor's ruddieſt rays, 
And roſe-lip'd Health the mantling tankard crown'd, 
To pledge the ſmiling family around, 51, 
While Wit and quaint-ey'd Jeſt, and motley Mirth, 
Graced the clean circus of the ev'ning hearth ; 
And ancient Wiſdom (droll in days of yore,) 
Rehearſed ſuch deeds,—as ſhall be done no more. 
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You cottage, once, full op'd the cheerful door, 
From bailiff crowds, and wicked duns ſecure, 
Which now the ſurly Squire, relentleſs fiend ! 

Bids his inhuman ſlaves of ſlaughter rend, 
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To f give ſome flattering profligate a place, 

To virtue loſt, to pity, and to grace. 

See now, ev'n now, the anguiſh'd mother weep, 
(Her huſband long enjoys eternal ſleep, ) 

Her pallid children, ſobbing, hang around, 

And ſtart (\weet cherubs I) at the landlord's ſound. 
Fell landlord ! who could ſee their infant tears, 
Could ſee, and yet refuſe to ſoothe their fears: 
To Heav'n alone, the ſad aſſembly look, 5 

Or ſeek for peace in Heav'n's immortal book. 


Yes, I remember well the church-yard road, 
Where yew-trees mark'd the Curate's ſnug abode ; 
But chief the Clerk my pliant ſoul retains, 

His ale-houſe catches, his ſhrill Sunday ſtrains ; 
His midnight hiſt'ries, that would bid me quake, 
Of Cromwell dauntleſs, and heroic Blake; 

Of Greece and Tartary, of nobleſt Rome, 

Of Raleigh, and tobacco's bland perfume, 

Of ancient Paradiſe, of modern Hell, 


Yes, I remember all his annals, well, 
Full well !---my boſom vibrates to the thought, 
For if he flogg'd ſevere, was his the fault? 


| „„ 
Ves, I remember too, the upland ſcene, | 
With beeches hung, and cloath'd in *broider'd green, 


Where ſaunt' ring from the village din, I rov'd, 
7 And talk'd with Bards, my earlieſt childhood lov? d, 
NMiuſing, in ſolitary pong: . 4, 


F Win 80 pointer, and diſploding gun, 

oft did I riſe, to meet the riſing Sun, 

UT he riſing Sun, luxuriant, hail'd my flight, 5 
4 And caſt bis pureſt robe of glorious light; 

9 The covies quick, their glitt'ring plumes diſplay'd, 
And ruſtling, flutter'd from the vernal ſhade : | 
The blue-neck'd partridge roſe, on ſpeckled wing, 
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The greyiſh plover ſkim'd, with haſty ſpring, | 
And as the wily woodcock left his ſeat, : ET | 
The tube unerring felP'd him at my feet. 5 
Von Mount, whoſe giant offspring beat the air 
With rugged arms, by ſtorm and tempeſt bare, 2 f 
Has oft repell'd red June's too ardent pow'r, g 


Or fenc'd me, ſtudious, from the patt'ring ſhow'r. 
Dear haunts! your num'rous beauties bloom anew, 
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But ah! the time is gone, I held you cloſe, 
© *Tis but Remembrance now, that ſtills my woes; 
How blithe on Sabbath-day thy band would ſhew, 1 
Trick'd in refulgent ruſſet's auburn glow, 
Each lad his laſs, with tender dalliance led, 
And pray*d for laſting love, when pray'rs were read, 


" ""Bove all thoſe maids, AMELIA hoe moſt fair, 
Mild was her boſom as the evening air, | 
A halcyon calm that temple ere poſſeſt, 


Ah! that Misfortune's ſting ſhould break its reſt: - 


For Henry's brow the chaplet wild ſhe wove, 
And twin'd the woodbine into knots of love; 
With equal flame, his heart, ingenuous, burn'd, 
Bleſt is that love, thrice bleſt, by both return'd. 
And now the merry tabors rang around, 
Mix'd with the trumpet and the cymbals ſound, 
In virgin-white the bride-maids walkꝰd the way, 
And bridemen blithe, in ſuits of green ſo gay; 
AMELIA too,. no HEN RV came to ſhare 
Her precious hand, and ſtile her heav'nly fair; 
No HENRY came — thy HENRY comes no more! 
A barb'rous preſs-gang urg*d him to the ſhore, 
Doom'd, on his bridal day, to leave his home, 


Sad farewel } and through foreign countries roam. 


(11 ) 


Full many a year had paſs'd and many a tear 


1 1 ad wrung AMELIA's heart, with grief ſincere. 
Dull, on the ſtrand ſhe rov'd, when hermit grey 
Mark'd it the ſolemn hour of ſetting day, 

beggar croſs'd her path by travel worn, 

His viſage meagre, and his cov'ring torn, 
Dejection in his eye, a languid glance 

Of hopeleſs woe he turn'd, in ſullen trance; 

3 She look'd—on what ? all tremblingly, ſhe cry'd 
z «© My HENRY—HNRYI“—and in rapture dy'd. 
1 Amaz'd, with icy gaze, her HEN Rx ſtood, 
Then plung'd deſpaiting in the flaſhing flood. 

On the lone ſhore, a votive tomb 1s rais'd, 

With ſea-ſhells gem'd and ſhining ſea-weeds grac d, 
And as the fiſher's boat glides ſlowly by, ; 
While the divided ſurges ſeem to ſigh, 

He points where HENRY and AMELIA lie. 


Ev'n ME M'R v triumphs in the brutal race, 
And marks them with a fond retentive trace; 
Witneſs, old Argus, at his maſter's feet, 

His wiſhes anſwer'd, and his death complete, 
Form'd the rude-ſoothing ſuitors to deſpiſe, 
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Here, let me e treſpaſs on another tale, 
The workmen chaunt it on yon en vale; 


: "Known, as the bird, who o'er each murder'd child, 


Flung the choice odours of the gloomy wild: 


EUGENTo, once (when froſt had glaz'd the phin, 
- And haggard Winter bade his horrors reign,) 

To cheer a dying friend, with eager haſte * 

Flew, unregarding, o'er the cryſtal waſte ; 

He fell, with hideous lapſe,—his Dog, alone 


'The partner of his ſteps, with mournful moan 


Ran howling back, nor would the creature ſtay 
Till he had ſhewn where his lov'd maſter 2 


By timely aid EUGENIO's life was ſav” d, 


— 


And truth canine in laſting lines engrav'd. 


. when motley colours 150 the y. 
With damaſks fiery as the ferret's eye, 
And ſilence ſhuts the tinted valves on high, 


Up the green viſto of that ſlope ſublime, . 


In melancholy exſtacy, I climb, 


While the ſlow-warbled ſhakes of ſylvan flute, 


With dying fall, my penſive ear ſalute 


Then all, or good or evil, once I knew, 


| Crowds on my boſom, and blockades my view, 


Foibles on Virtue's part, and faults that charm'd, 
And pureſt deeds, by nobleſt feelings, warm'd, 
a Fears, 
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HA Fears, cares, doubts, joys, in mix'd perſpeAive Join 'd, 
my Wirk, all the tranſient Rr of the mind. | 


O!] thou vain Hope thou murd'rer of delight! 
ry dreams, the dreams of phrenzy, and of night, 
y falſe, frail promiſes have wreck'd my heart, 
| | And bade the thought of former tranſport part, 

4 Thy calms to woe my little pinnace bore, 


1 | And caſt | it on a a ſea—a ſea without a ſhore. 


Like a poor exile on ſome ſavage ſtrand, 
Freedom remote, and agonies at hand, 
Each Indian yell his ſhrinking boſom ſmites, _ 
Dark ruin hovers o'er his weary nights, 
His days one view of miſery appear, 


And ages, more than ages, form his year. 


Such is my fate, 'tis folly to complain, 
Yet Memory, Love, and GraTiTupE remain. 
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SPENCER: was, confeſſedly, the golden age of Poetry, 


B when all atchievements of the Muſe were reſpected, and 


countenanced by ; Nobles and Monarchs, SYDNEYS. and. 
Rains; even the poetical diale& of that time is : 
ſtill charming to the enthuſiaſts of nature: there is 2 | 
beautiful wildneſs of expreſſion, a noble ſimplicity, 
which gains on every poliſhed taſte, to the higheſt degree. 
I have therefore, in a few places adopted this language of 
ſweetneſs, and mingled the pathetic and the artleſs, (as 
much ia] whs able) in the foregoing lines. The encou- 
ragement ever allowed to ſuch ſmaller pieces, has em- 
boldened me to leave it, without either violent hopes, or 
violent fears, before a candid and judicious public. One 


tear from the eye of feeling, is, in my opinion, more pre- 


cious than the ſuperfluous plaudits of a million. 
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0 An fair Florelia, wilt thou, ſtill unkind, 

s Affection's aching heart, with anguiſh fill, 
ear every nerve of his too feeling mind, . 
And bid his ſad breaſt exquiſitely thrill. 


II. 


My midnight dream, my lovely pride all day, 
My tender tyrant, my corroding bam, 
Could my dumb pillow ſpeak, what would it ſay ? 
Could tears, and glowing pray'rs thy anger calm? 


a... 


Dear, beauteous torment, amiably ſevere, 
In vain I ſtrive to ſhun thy killing eye, 
Remembrance views it with a falling tear, 
And haunted Fancy feels it with a ſigh. 
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WT” 
| Wheneer 1 mark ſome high dome's tow* ring vide; 


Then, only then, doth Envy ſtain my breaſt, 
O! could I there, (I often cry) reſide, 


Perchance, my fair would make me more e than bleſt! 
;, 5 


Oft with a pang, too, the low hut I view, 
Rapt, could I call the woodbine lattice mine, 
More than a palace when adorn'd by you, 


Your charms, my love, would bid the cottage ſhine. 
vr 


What heav'nly tranſport at our paſt'ral care, 
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To meet with ſmiles, the ſweet falute of morn, 
To cull the ſofteſt low'rets for my fair, 
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And pluck from the young bud its latent thorn ! 
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Love would be all our precious ſtore, indeed, 
W— Save ſome few flocks thy Damon's patron lends; 


| 
1 8 | 
0 What then? ſweet love would people all the mead; 
A Sweet love would gain us favourites and friends. 
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Delicious extacy, to gaze thy charms, 
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With ardent glance, deeply enamour'd, oder, 
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3 : To ſeek a matchleſs comfort in thy arms, ö 
Kind heav'ns! and could I aſk a nobler ſtore ? 


"a 


IX. 


ö | No; let the miſer watch his hoarded heap, 


And the looſe libertine, profuſely, rove, 


Be mine to guard my angel's rapt'rous ſleep, 
And ſtill admire with = looks of cordial love,” 


XK 


Hear, then, oh, hear my pure, eternal pray'r, 


And che er my boſom, thou who can'ſt alone 4 


All thy fond cares, concentrate in my care, 
And make thy happineſs, and mine, but oxx. 


IRREGULAR 


Whole beams the glow of life ſupply, 


And fold thy orient flowers in the cold graſp of Death. 


a ; 


. . of the ſky, 
High- throned Lord of Light, 


Serenely or inſufferably bright ! 
Thee the tendant SEASONS praiſe, 
Wanton, mid thy genial rays ; 
Bluſhing SpRING, profuſe of flow'rs, 
Her treſſes dank with pearly ſhow'rs ; 
Fair-hair'd SUMMER clad in green, 
AuTuMN, poppy-crowned Queen, 
Even WINTER and his hoar Fxos rs drink, 
Thy living heat and ſhrink ! 
Soon to ſpread his vapours grey, 
Over the radiant eye of day; 
Soon Defſolation's with'ring blight to breathe, 


Meanwhile 


( 21 }) 


Meanwhile in thy ſuperior ſphere, 
Thou ſmib'ſt—the brumal blaſts decay, 
Young berries gem the riſing ſpray, 
And Nature's choir enchant the raviſh'd ear. 
Prein ſprings the roſy- year, 
AM I Deſpight of his ungracious reign, 
It The riw lets burſt their icy chain, 
Gay-broider'd banks in beauteous bloom appear, 


And tow'ring trees aloft their nodding fruitage rear, 


Glorious c on yon tall orchard's vernal brow, 
To mark thy weſtering bluſhes play, 


Gild the rich verdure with imperial glow, 
And weave each glittering branch with many a ray; 
Heſperian ſcene ! the elves miſtake, 
'Thy glorious luſtre for the gleam of eve, 
And thronging from the burniſh*d Genes 
Thy laſt, owing licht receive. 


Koni thy golden chariot fiy 
The TENDER TRANSPORTS, gently coy, 
To ſmoothe thy billowy bed that ſhines 
A purple world, ſoft-ſtreak*d with ſilvery lines. 
Ah when thou ſeek'ſt thy nethec ſtage, 
The felon ſpirits wildly rage, 
Then Midnight lets her troops infernal looſe, 8 
And ſcares the 75 Muſe, 


Till from the opening arch of Morn, 
Thou iſſueſt with thy merry train, 
Hang with gay dews' the livery'd thorn, 

And rouſe the woodland ſtrain; 


'Blithe InpusTRY and HEALTH their ſcrip prepare, 


| Seize the ſtrong inſtuments of toil amain, | 
O'erſtride the bending ſtalk, and breathe the ſcented air. 
Long may'ſt thou, nobleſt Sultan of the eaſt, 
Revel amidſt the ſkirted clouds of light, 
And long with ſolemn orb decreaſt, 
Mix thy bright tiſſues thro? the veil of night, 
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Ma, AJF 8 TIC Midas. ad her wildeſt haunts, 


Retains a ſavage grace; the limpid vein 

Of wandering water, the cærulean hill, 

The furze-clad eminence with golden glow, 
The ſparkling valley where coy Zephyr bathes 
His purple plume, the rev'rend oak ſublime, 
Flinging deep horror on the wither'd gloom, 
The ſwelling mountain canopied with ſhade, 
All, all, irregularly pompous, nobly grand, 
Fill the expanding breaſt with chaſten'd awe | 


There might REL1G10N beſt erect her ſhrine, 

There, where the dread ſcene, gem'd with ſeats of blif 8, 
Lends a true thought of the CREATIVE Powe. 
Gop made the woodlands, churches, ſmell of man, 
Proud man! who *mid the organ's mighty peal, 
The warbling choir, and the affected eye 

Of lowly Penance, thinks upon himſelf, 

And from the altar ſteals ſome tribute, too. 
| 5 Glorious 


(4) 


by Glorious Cathedral ! for a choſen band, 


Not monkiſhly pretended, but whoſe hearts 

Can taſte the balmy breeze that wafts their prayers, 

And bleſs the old trees nodding to their vows, 

Frees | whoſe vaſt foilage, whilom, deign'd to fold, 

Their patriarchal arms, of verdurous ſweep, 1 

Round our forefathers. Groves ! 'whoſe fainted arch, 

; Retired from eye prophane, our Bacon lov'd. 

Streams ! whoſe ſwift ſlide « our FOR SHAKESPEARE 
trac'd, 

In tranced rapture, pouring his ſweet ſtrain, 

Smooth as their courſe, as their deep current ſtrong, . 

And artleſs as their waves. Cells! whoſe carv'd rocks 

Of ivy'd etching, all the Sis r ER Ars 

Prefer'd, when Gzxn1v S, their ſage tutor, ſtrip? d 

Fech lurking leaf, and moraliz d each flower. 

Such were the palaces our ALFRED ſought, 

Fleas'd with primeval purity to join, 

And o'er the poor man's cottage, genial, ſhed. 

A kingly luſtre, a celeſtial love. 

Come then, my OwENsSoN, and you, [ like, 

For here, immortal FRIENDSHIP, ever, ſways, 

Among thoſe ſolemn waſtes, thoſe caves among, 


PHILANTHROPY, and PEACE, and Heaven retire. 


ATHEIST I-—— 
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ATHEIST !— 
Say whoſe fine eye could hang the ſleady pers: 


In juſt libration—whoſe unerring hand, 

| Launch the bright ſun amid the waves of night, 
But his who is immortal? Could vain Cy ance 
Stud the blue firmament with brilliant worlds, 
And, like a diamond, implant the moon ? 
Could Chance command the gurgitating main 
To ebb and flow ;—clothe with gay green the earth, 
And tint the foreſt with purpureal blooms? 

"Twas Hr, who made thee, made them ; Hz, who 
| ; placd „ 

In golden poiſe, his radiant tribunal 

Amid the circling elements; *twas HE, 

Who quell'd the fierce Arch-angel, erſt belov'd, 
Now loſt.—— Think, and forbear his fate! 
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TO MY ESTEEMED 


x. JOHN BAYNHAM. 


P UR E, as the placid tranſports of thy breaſt, 
My verſe ſhall flow, in native graces dreſt; 


My verſe that ſcorns to fill a lying ſtrain ;— | 
The Muſe ſhall tie meek Fr1tENDsHI1P's golden chain, | 


Where'er I go, thy gentle i image, ſtill, \ 
Shall check each fault, and nobler aims inſtil ; 
Where'er I go, thy cordial glow ſhall warm : ; 
My boſom's ſecret ſhrine, and ſweetly charm ; | 
Tho' preſſing pageants idly thwart my view, Po 4 
And ſad Reflection, weeping, turns to You. i | 
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Rzv. Mz, EDWARD BERWICK. 
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* — 


F RIEND of my infant age, unrivaPd friend, 1 
How ſhall I pay a tribute nobly due! I; 
How the fair Muſe's loftieſt mount aſcend, 
Jo cull a wreath not all unworthy You |! 
Led by no fond caprice, no ſelfiſh view, 
You ſeiz'd me trembling on Deſtruction's ſteep, 
Bade my weak ken the flight of fame purſue, 
Let ſtill in fight fair Hoxon“ s temple keep. 


When Faſhion's eye was clos'd 1 in leaden ſleep, 


Or op'd with kindling anger on my page, 

hben did you bid the orphan ceaſe to weep, 
Then veil'd the minſtrel from their lunar rage. 

And may foul Party and her fiends engage 

My helpleſs innocence, in diſcord dread, 

Without one Bxxwic K, potent to aſſuage 

Her fell intent - may Malice mark my head, 

When ſounds the wire, unconſcious of his name, 

Who ſaves a PoE r earns a POET"s fame! 
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E F 1 T H 


Ox THE SEXTON wHo RUNG HIS 9wn KNELL. 


L ET no rude profligate dare laugh | 
At th' head-piece of this epitaph ; 


Tis true for as old John-a-Nokes 


Peal'd out the bell with ſolemn ſtrokes, 
It fell ,—(no hand was by to ſave!) 


Announc'd his death, and form'd his grave. 


On an ANTIQUARIAN. 


AT laſt kind death has plic'd thy bones 


With thy own precious worms and flones / 


Ox AN HONEST MAN WHO WAS BURIED BE- 
TWEEN A PARSON and A LAWYER. 


| LIKE Mecca's tomb hangs this, 8 and evil, 
Heav'n holds the lefi-ſide, and the right the Devil. 
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A FABLE: 


A S dry, and deſtitute of thought, 
One evening in Olympian garret, 

My head devoid of brain, my belly void of claret, 
I ſat my nails in frenzy biting, 

And with moſt odd emotions ſought, 


The favourable jerk for writing. 


Sudden my pen, like any thiſtle, 
Began to caper, ſhake and briſtle, 
And in a ſhower of ink ſo muddy, 


Thus broke upon my ſtudy :— 


+. - X — 
4 a7 — op 
PS ee.” 
- wa. r 
n : 7 — » OD 
— 4 3 . 


* 
— * 8 * 
2 — a => bs 3 09% A.. a = - 
: —_— D 1 * 
— © 7 bs 4 _ — 
8 
* 1 Po 
ns ES P - —_ 
6 ” 2 


2 
£0 


— 


* 
# - 
- * af? 2 — 7 2 


— 


— Oe _—_ 

—— 2 Py - 5 2 2 
* 1 . 
— 4 


3 
2 
gow 


th. 


— 


1 
$8 Raſh wight! hs: better ght than . 
With purſe much emptier than head, 
Art doom'd on earth, unlucky ſinner ! 
To ſcraw! and flatter for a dinner; 
Black was the hour, at Fate's command, 
When firſt 1 flouriſh'd in thy hand, Bo 
When firſt my ſpotleſs plumes I gave, 
To daub ſome good- for- nothing knave; 
When firſt I left the rib of gooſe, 
| To deck the ink-ſtand of a Muſe. 


6 Ah! better with attorney's clerk, 
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Jo trace huge folios in the dark; 


\ Or, vile, poetic alligator ! 


ww T'ave pleas'd ſome German commentator, 
Wl Whoſe Pindus lies before the kitchen, 

{4 | Pacon, and greaſe, and genius rich in; 

WW Whoſe works as luſcious as his cheeſe, 
Could give the ſleepleſs eye-lid eaſe; 


WW Than w ith thee tag rude rhimes together, 


ding my ſupple ſnout like leather, 
From morn till night—at laſt my ſtump 
'b fairly nit bled to the rump; : 


1 therefore thinking yours a hard caſe, 


Inform you that within my carcaſe, 


Performing 


. 
| Performing penances, doth [ ye, 
The evil ſprite of poverty.” 


I ſtarted, and to end my tale, 
Preſent this ſame curs'd pen for ſale, 
And without higgling much, or arguing, 
Any poor actor, author, curate, 
Or beau, whom footmen ſhut the door at 


Shall have it, at this moment, a fair bargain. 
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of day.” 


THE foreging poems were written in the country, 
and, perhaps, for the moſt part, amidſt the ſcenery they 
delineate—a venerable wood or romantic river, where 
Contemplation and Fancy retired from the gariſh eye 


„ 


Much perfection cannot be expected, as they were 


compoſed for amuſement merely, and to lend the charm 


of variety to a ſequeſtered rural retreat: — The following 


beautiful lines deſcribe the bliſs. gained from e 


. . 


Non & piacere al mondo 
Piu ſoave di quel, che non Ii coſta 
Ni Soſpiri, ni Pianti, 
Ni Perigho, Ni Tempo, 
Vn comodo Diletto! 


MY OWN SELF. 


T O my own ſelf,” what! will you ſing 
Sweet ditties to ſo mean a thing, — 
Your own fair fame, preſumptuous draw ? 
And, by my foul, I will agra ! 
Since no one elſe will take the pains, 


I'll catch th' advantage of my own great brats. 


Belov'd ! in whom no fault I ken, 

That is not found in other men; TER 

Whoſe hand would open in a minute 

If it had gold or ſilver in it ; 

| Whoſe heart is large, tho? profit ſmall, 

And open, every time, to all; 

Whoſe eye the genuine tear of pity pours, 

With poeſy's moſt precious flow'rs, 
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Kindly, 5 gen *rous brow 1 twine, 
And round thy head infuſe, 
Fancy's rich pearls, Caſtalian dews, 
Wiſhing them dews of right Falernian Wine [ 
Howeer in time of need, | 
You'll take th” intention for the deed, 
And, without qualms of heart believe, 


I think you, now, the greateſt man alive! 


ALOF'T in air the ſhrill lark ſings, 
The ſwallow ſhakes her twitt'ring wings, 
The Morn unveils her radiant eyes, 

And opes the portal of the ſkies, 
Ariſe, my love, my Laura, riſe. 


II. 


The breathing field is rich with ſweets, 
The eye, the ear, new tranſport meets, 


"(Ss 


The till wind, balmy-blowing, ſighs, 
And Echo ſounds, in ſoft replies, 
Ariſe, my love, my Laura, riſe. : 


- 


III. 


The 89 ing forbids her 504 to break, 
In envy of thy fairer cheek, | 
1 he dew-drops, deck'd in varying dyes, : 
Light up their lamps, which light ſupplies, 


Then riſe, my love, my Laura, riſe. 


IV. 
And with his purple pinions bound, 
Lo, Cupid walks thy cot around, 
And, ever and anon, he cries, 
% Now Cupid at thy window lies,” 
Then riſe, my love, my Laura, rife, 


„ 


Fa „ To 


„ IEEE 


'To You I tun'd the fervent lay, 


- MISS SIDNEY | 
AND 


MISS OLIVIA OWENSON. 


| Burns, in the blooming morn of youth, 


SINCERITY, my guide, and RUTH, 
Ere Pride my tranquil lumber broke, 
Ere Praiſe in pomp unmeaning ſpoke, 


Tender, and innocently gay; 


And while I ſought your candid ear, 


Liſtening, you lean'd, well pleas'd to hear 


Numbers that could pure joy impart, 
And melody that won the heart; 
Twin-roſes, now, in vernal prime, 


Accept this fond, this grateful rhime ! 


And, *ſtead of toiling up Parnaſſus, 


Wooing, ſo warm, its tuneful laſſes, 


* 
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| Let me, (now Wit his power infuſes,) 


— . «˙ V ˙·˙ SI 
— — — — 


E'en make ye, ladies, ſerve as muſes "Pp 
SYDNEY and Livy, then, ſhall be 0 Ns 1 
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THALIA and MELPOMENE. | Fl ij 
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TO THE 


GOD or GOODNESS. 
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Cont ENT with whatever thy bounty allows, 
1 ſigh for no jewel to beam on my brows, thick 
What You give, I receive, at no trifle diſtreſt, ö N 
And my priſon, my cave, or my cottage is bleſt. "nt 
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Let the great in their manſions of worſhip ſublime, 


Bend proſtrate and pour their oblations around; (ay 
] but offer, my God, the pure incenſe of rhime, 
Thy foreſt my chapel-—my altar thy ground! 


Thine 


(38) 
11. 
Thine eye of beneficence ſmiles on my zeal, 
I feel a true ardor— tis heav'n that I feel, 
No full choir of muſic I claim, but inſtead, _ 
Thy warblers of innocence hymn o'er my head. : 


/ 


IV. 


Methinks a bright viſion of HopE gilds the air, 

Thy influence benign, breathes a luſtre thro? all, 
Far hence, fly REPINING, REMORSE and DzsPAIR, 
1 mu while I live, but I live, when I fall! 


V. 


Then ſhed thy calm gladneſs, fair Mercy, if juſt, 
Or rather with ſorrows my ſpirits refine, 
Then the ſun-beam of ſafety extract from my duſt, 
And mark my dim grave with a radiance divine, 


A MILTONIC 


( 39 ) 
A MIL TONIC-EPISTLE. 


IMITATORES, SERVILF PECUS, 
ORIGINALITY, come, take us! 


Dear Sir, 

SUCH long delays have broke my reſt, 
Intruſive, that I ſcarce could ventilate, 
Since laſt I ken'd you; but, once more myſelf, 
Tranquil, I ſeize my ebon-colour'd plume, 
On this bleſt day, to PATRICK ſacred made, 
Hibernian ſaint! and with my letter, ſend 
A Goosx, plump and well fed, the only boon 
It fits me to beſtow, type of myſelf l- Jar 
The bearer drives a vehicle, by men 
Waggon yclep'd, by Geds a chaiſe-marine, 

And will on that good dawn from Woden nam'd, 
: Return; then ſhall J hope to read ſome news 

Of all our friends; the merry curate's clerk, 

The barber ſhrewd as Nicholas of old, 

(Not him who fell,) but him whom humour drew, 
In tale Cervantic,—Johnny, Rachel, Ruth, 

And Nicodeme, and Oliver, and Hodge. 


> | No 
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(4) 
No more at preſent from your loving friend, | 
And moſt obedient, humble and devote 


Servant till death, 


TOM FOOL. 


* 


, 


Pleaſe to direct to me at number 25 
ELLts's- AY, and to the care of him, 

Who Mr. M—, hight, March the 1 7th, 
One thouſand, hundreds ſeven, and ninety-two. 


- ————— 
I. - Roxe we DD oO DIC — — — ——— — I — 


9 


To ur NOBLE FRIENDS Taz CRITICS, 


Greeting. 


R HYMING's a trade, DREAD S1Rs, ſo common, 
There hardly lives a man or woman 
Who has not, on ſome odd attack, 
Beſtrode poor Pegaſus's back. 

Poor Pegaſus, who us'd far worſe, is 
Than aſſes, mules, or hobby horſes ; 
Poor Pegaſus, oblig'd to caper, 
Beneath thoſe madding imps of paper, 
(Till he in's tail has ſcarce a hair,) 
Whether ſide-ſaddl'd, rough or bare. 
Nay, I ſometimes, from garret vile 
Deſcend to manage him a mile, 

Sans ſpur or whip, to prick or laſh on, 
Following the beſt Newmarket faſhion ; 
Wherefore, ſage Cenſors of the nation, 
Licens'd to traffic on DAMNATION, 

I think it meet, you rant and ſputter, 
And kick thoſe jockies in the gutter ; 

| Reviſe, review, correct their matter, 


Squirt, fidget, fumble, and beſpatter ; 


G Lay 


(:- 48.) 


Lay every knave upon his back, 
Condemn! but ſpare your ſweet, old Jack!” 

Let me, of favour taſte the gravy, 

For lo! ſubmiſs, I cry, peccavi, 

Kneel, meekly, at your toes ſo mighty 

And pen ſmooth Sonnets to delight ye; 

For well I ken, Sage Sons of letters, 

You, verily, are much my betters, 

At leaſt, I know *tis a true ſtory, 

(As papiſts paſs thro? purgatory,) 

By gaining your fair approbation, 

J, alſo, gain this world's ſalvation. 

And if ſmall folks to ſenſe aſpiring, 

Should find no energy, or fire in 
My lays, what care I for their cavil? 


Ill pit you, S7rs, againſt the devil. 


SONNET. 


Y rs, Delia, let me paint thy angel charms, 
Thy coral lip, thy cheek of roſeate hue, 
Thy ſweetly-rolling eye's cœleſtial blue, 
'Thy glowing boſom, and thy iv'ry arms. 
For when, thoſe fading beauties yield to time, 
(And time, will mar that form, fo paſſing fair,) 
Haply, this verſe may wean your breaſt from care; 
Haply, refleQing on this plauſive rhime, | 
Fond memory ſhall ſhew you, what you were, 
And feeling bleſs the piFure with a tear. 


G2: SONNET. 
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Wavy weep the tenants of yon ſhatter'd grove ? 
Why mourns the black-bird in a diſmal note ? 
Ah! note, far diff'rent from the lays of love; 
That, once, my ſolitary muſing ſmote. 
pee! the ſad neſt to quiv'ring pangs devote, 
The cruel ſportſman takes his deadly round, 
'Thro? all the ſcenes, harſh ſcreams of danger, float, 
The fatal tube is full, it marks the ground, 


And frighted echo ſtarts, and thunders to the ſound. 
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TO 


(4s) 
3 
AN OLD BEAUTY. 


8 AY, ſmiling, toothleſs, trembling thing, 
With twinkling eye, and falter'd ſpeech ; 
Aiming at fruit beyond thy reach, 

And tott' ring thro? the frolic ring, . 

With cheek as blooming as a peach 

In winter, 

And eyes, that hearts of oak, could linter 

Say, why, 

When Cupid woo'd thee to be kind, 

Did'ſt thou not melt thy cruel mind ? ? 

Why turn away, in ſcorn thy lips? 


Think'ſt thou the young love affe ctation? 


Think'ſt thou they view with adoration 
A full moon in—eclipſe! 


i 


| WIT, ſcience, Ley: Mantuan grace, 
Diction, and periods, aptly fitted; 
Are either put from out their 15 8 


Or, elle —Omitted 


N 


SONNET. 


l 


( 40 4) 


8 O N N E T. 
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8 AY, what is love, that luxury of hearts, | 
Which feeds on hepe, and fear, deſpair, and ſighs, 
Which by one look a thouſand vows, imparts, 
And ſpeaks the ſilent language of the eyes. 
Refin'd as ſnows, that bleach upon the blaſt, 


Pure as the Pilgrim's kiſs at Mecca's ſhrine, 


Is Love [now drooping ſad, with woes o'ercaſt, 

Now floating o'er the clouds on wing divine. 5 
A glorious ſpark of heav'nly heat, to fire | | 
The mortal mind with extacy ſincere, 

That burns, in verſe, along the ſounding wire; 


And bids a penſive pleaſure {well each tear, 


(47 


EPESTLENUGATORY, 


OR, (AS SOME WRITE IT/) 


NEWGATE-RY. 


A Poet, Madam, writes to you, 

A Poet! and a poor one, too; 

Doom'd, (a bad fate, I ween, ) to wail 

Poetic ditties in a jail, 

Ah! little did he think, of vore, 

In Newgatc's dens, to vent his lore : 

Ah! little, that, (like rooks and crows,) 

A grate ſhould ſtop him by the noſe, 

That, He with piteous ſpeeches, pat, 

Should fiſh for ha'pence, with a hat, 
And, with ſoul- 28 yelp, intreat Je, 

Date obolum Poetæ 

Like poor Darius, 5 and ſpatter'd, 

By thoſe, his former Sonnet's flatter'd: 
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| By magic of a fatal Nor E, 
Here, he's arreſted by the throat, 


Not, for a libel, or lampoon, 

Squib, daſh, or ſong, made out o'tune, 
But, by a Dun, without %ere budging, 
Is lodged here, for a better lodging. 5 
Wou'd | that inſtead of verſe-inditing, 


Ink ſhed, white bullets, and pen-fighting, 


He had, forſwore the Nine, with curſes, 
And woo'd Nine Widows, with nine purſes, 
Nine Widows! who, with glitt'ring pence, 
His daily toils, wowd recompenſe. —— 


And, yet, I think, upon my life, 


The Jail is better, than the wiſe, 


At leaſt, 'tis better for a Poet, 
MIL rox, was marry'd, Ma'm, you know it, 
He knew it, too, *faith, to his coſt, 

For then he ſketch'd out Paradiſe 10ſt, | 


Which, the Virago, often read 


In curtain lectures, to his bed, 


And box'd the blind, old Dotard's head. 


She, was the © Nightly Viſitant,” | 
That made his boſom, ſigh, and pant! 
CERVANT ES, ſcribbled in a priſon, 


Such tales, as catch one by the weaſon, 


And Lor p, ſo nervous, gay, and ſweet, 


Scrawl'd lofty meaſures in the Fleet, 
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Now, theſe are fine Compeers, i'faith, 
Yet, as I chuſe a nat'ral death, 

And, would not, TRENCK like, furious, run 
Thro' Turnkey, and his Myrmidon, 
In God's name, ſend me, if youre willing, 

Six golden guineas, one good ſhilling, 
And three pence, which, I fairly owe 

For quill-ſtumps, and pale ink, below; 

Then, will I ſing, ſublime, and gay, a 

Die, Muſa! or Aeide Thea! 4 


And once, the Muſes, are recruited, 


Saddle Pegaſſus, ſpur'd and booted, 75 0 14 
They, at my heels, the race, will mind, moſt 1 NY 


Intent, and cry, Deuce take the hindmoſt. 
Set off, like mad, on wings of fame, 


And plant on PiN Ds'ꝰ top YOUR NAME, 1 
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"Þ yROWN on the defert ck, with frantic eye, 
Madly, I gaze the howling ſurge below, 

Invoke, meek Pity, from the burſting ſky, 

And call the ſullen deep, to ſhare my woe. 

Poor Exile, from the tender maid, I love! 

Startled, the ſhipwreck of my hopes, I view, 
Hark ! the fhrill winds, my plaintive cries reprove, 
Caverns, abrupt, and horrid, murm'ring thro'. 

Full oft, I lean, and caſt a ling'ring glance 
Oer the broad boſom of the toiling main, 
And fear, and feel, I ne'er ſhall ſee, again, 
The bleſſed barque, which bore my love, advance, 
Hop, ſits delightleſs, ſhiw'ring, by my ſide, - 
And PATIENCE, drops, herſelf, a ſilent tear, 
Wretch! do'it thou mark, a dim corſe floating near; 
Tis ſhe !—and is the ſea, thy diſmal bier. 
Thy mourners, the relentleſs blaſts, that fly, 
At leaſt, I hold thee, dead, at moſt, I wiſh to die. 


SONNET. 


„ SY OHANET, 
e SLEEP. 


. 
Tun E fold is ſtill, the ſhepherd finds repoſe, 
The dews of night, fall, ſilent, on the ſhade, 
. Slumbyring, the tardy ſtreamlet, ſoftly flows, 
And cruel Dayaxs fleeps, unfecling maid ! 


But ah! what fleep can lull my waking woes, 


Nor peace, nor holy reſt, this tortur'd boſom knows. 


ab II. 
Fair 8 if nought avails thy leaden wand, 
Jo ſoothe my weary'd ſenſe, my throbbing breaſt ; 
Beck, ſome kind Viſion, with thy fairy hand, 
Some ſhape fantaſtic, lovelier than the reſt ; 
On Dar HN E's brow to take her tranquil ſtand, 
With pow'r, prevailing ai dors, to command. 
III. 
Ah! gentle ſpirit, tell her how I weep, 
How, thorns implant my pillow, Love's keen thorns, 
How, madly wild, and trembling pale, he burns, 
Nov, haunted by deſpair, now, muſing deep; 
Who feels her chain, and calls the ling*ring Sun, 


To ſee that face, once more, by which he was undone, 
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THE 


TAKE LANDER 


O NLALANp's icy breaſt, the Shepherd ſtrives, 
In vain, to nurſe his little fold; 
Piteous, they render up their lives, 


By famine preſt, and bleak eternal cold. 


Vet, ſmiles he, at the ſavage ſtorm, 

Marks the wild waves, the deep deform; 

And, ſhrinking, ſlumbers in his tott'ring neſt, 
While, blaſts of deadly rigor, lull his limbs, to reſt. 


He ſtarts not, as I do, on beds of down; 
He feels not ſlighted love, and ſcorpion care; 
He calls, the ſcanty ſtore, he has, his own ; 
And, nightly, mocking, the keen-biting air, 
Hies to his freezing nook, and finds CONTENTMENT 
there. 
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TAM To RAB. 


Ax ODAIC EPISTLE. 


Han, brither RAB „ thou genuine Bard, 
May laurels be thy grand reward! 
Laurels, with gold, and filler hard, 

35 To fill the purſe, 
For elſe, they are not worth a card, 

Or Beldame's curſe. 

; ARCADES AMBo! baith are ready, | 
T” invoke, and woo, each tunefu' Lady, 


But thou, ſweet friend, haſt got a trade, I 


Thou can'ſt e'en drive the ploughſhare ſteady ; 

| Il can but ſing. 
Yet, would J glad, gang out with thee, To, 
To ftrew my barley on the lea; 
Wow! we would glorioufly agree, 
Poetics gabbling, 


Ne, ever, o'ef the dram, would we, 


Ken no ſuch thing, 


Ee ſquabbling. 
Keen 
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( 54 ) 
Keen as thy wit, the ſcythe we'd wield, 
Culling, each flow'r, the wild woods yield, 
Together, urge our team afield; | 
Together rhime, 
| | And, mark the Sun Fw mountain gild, 
f | Till eder time. 
AlL LAx's bra' lilts we wou'd rehearſe, 
And laugh, and weep, and talk in verſe; 
Whale 1 8 W ſapient nurſe, 
Our thoughts would prune, 
And Fancy, roſeate bands diſperſe, | 
824. Our brows to crown. 
Yes, Ras, I love thee in my heart, N 
Thy ſimple notes, uncurb'd by art; 
That bid the tear of paſſion ſtart, > 
| And, ſure, I am, 
Ere from this wicked world we > part, 
You'll joſtle Tam, 
And if you do, by PT Ex's xtYS, 
We'll quaff ſtout whiſkey, at our eaſe; 
Drive fools, before our verſe, like geeſe, 
And clink the can, 
Till, we ſhall riſe, by twelve degrees, 


Bove reptile Man, 


TO THE 


COLLEG:IAN-S. 


Sau ARECAPFS, and round, all honeſt boys, 
May Tutors ne'er cry down your joys, 
Or ſtudy, which bright Jeſt deſtroys, | 
Teaze ye, when mellow ! 
Ne Sar AN, come, with ſawcer eyes, 
| In ſhape of Fellow ! 
No Porter, with obſtrep'rous ſummons, 
Startle your nap, with early drummings ; 
Be yours, ſhort lectures, and long Commons, 


To gar you cheary! 


For, in this life, whatever come on S, 

Let's &en be merry, 
Let all your chamber-girls be pretty, 
Your chums, facete, and free, and witty; 


Your Maſters, not inclin'd to fret ye, 


Wy too much knowledge ; 


And then, mon dieu! old Dublin City, 
May boaſt her College 


SONNE. T. 
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TO THE 


RIGHT HON. axp REVEREND Tas BISHOP or 


* 


DROMORE. 


I, 


C Brxeary a giant hill, whoſe awful brow, 
With wild flow'rs wreath'd, a holy horror flung; 
Penſive, I mark'd the ſmall ſtream's buſy flow, 
Soft-ſighing, to its banks, a liquid Song. 
II. 

Mean while, the weary Sun, with placid eye, 
Beam'd orient rapture on the ſhadowy plain; 
And, ſtarting, foremoſt, on the enamePd ſKy, 

» Young Heſper, led his ſaphire-veſted train. 

| III. | 

'Then, ſolitary, did I moan the Minſtrel's fate, 

When, lo! a pilgrim-form, amaz'd my ſight, 


His green robe faded, told an ancient date, 


His glances, mildly keen, his treſſes, ſilv'ry white, 


a ae 22 
TV. | | 
A ſculptur'd harp he bore, the warbling ſtrings, 


Rung, tremulous, to ev'ry paſſing gale; 
And Mor fox, ſoftly furPd her flagging wings, 
Eager? the ſolemn accents to inhale. 
„ 
5 Ariſe, fond youth, (he cry'd,) who court the Muſe,” _ 
Deſpondent Son of Harmony, ariſe” 


Quick, ſhalt thou feel ambroſian bounty's dews,” 


* And ſee, Content, approach in Grandeur's guiſe.” + 


e | 
«© Ah me! (I fad, return'd,) what gentle hand, 4 
« Will bleſs the Poet, and increaſe his ſtore ; | 
„What Patron, guard him, in this languid land?“ 
A voice, celeſtial- ſweet, replyd - DRONM REI 


I ' EPITAPH 


SCOTCH ATTORNEY. 


Eo O Death, the corpſe beneath this ſtean, 


[ ween, was ſavory, and fruitful; 
I Thon never, did'ſt, ſince Maſter Cain, 
Eat, fo rauch reguery, at one mouthful. 
A Pill moſt bitter, was he, faith, 
Thy HABEAS CORPUS fpoil'd his laughter, 
But, ſpeer ye weel, auld Guidman Death, 
He brings no Damages hereafter. . 


(59 ) 
| THE 


AUTHOR. 


\ 


Gon heav'n, what perils catch the men, 
Who meddle with that plague, a pen; 
Ne'er ſhall they know ſweet reſt again, 

Once, they have took it, 


| Bewitch'd, they » wax as ; lean? s a wren, 


Wi' . 2 85 


Odes, ſonnets, anagram, and rebus, 
All wrote without the aid of Phæbus; 


But ſerav by N 


And, then, all Ys the Muſes they buſs, 


The coaxing Minxes ! _ 


Had, they an Hoſpital to dwell in, 
Where they might fare, &en medling, well in, 


They might, be ſcribbling, ſinging, railing, 


For, by my ſaul, their volumes ſelling, 


But ill requiteꝰ em. 


Patrons, good ſooth, there live, molt dainty, 


But leave behind *em, roſe-cheek'd plenty; 
Thrice, and four times, they look, ere twenty 


: 5 pen aint gen, 


And if good wands; will na' content ve, 
| Seek more in heaven. 


1 2 R SONG. 


Ad infinitum, 
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8 OME folks, there are, gang trig, and fine, 

In ſilks, and ſattins, idly flaming; 

But She I love, is all divine, 
Their artſu' toil, and dreſſes ſhaming. 
; Gin, She were but a cottage-Laſs, 

And I, a Shepherd boy; 
I'd let thoſe tempting Damſels, paſs, 
Sweet Ann of Aughnacloy. 


II. 

My Annie's locks, as ſunbeams, bright, 

Her e' en, ſa' mild, Love's ſtarry ſeat, 
Her cheeks, like Morning's purple light; 

Without the aid of art, compleat, 
Gin ſhe were, doſt in ruſſet weed, 
And I, a Shepherd boy, 
- I'd take thee, as Heav? ns choiceſl meed, 


Dear Ann of Aughnacloy, 


VERSES, 


1 


VERSES, witu a NECKLACE, 


LEY 


YOUNG LADY. 


1 T Zone, whoſe A de clear, 
Shall compaſs, all, that I hold dear, 
And bid thy rubies, bluſhing, glow, 
With her fair cheek's reflected hue, 
While, under her boſom's living ſnow, 
Pant, the quick veins, meand'ring blue, 


O! tell her, how ſupremely bleſt, 


Would, I embrace, that heaving breaſt ; 
With kiſſes, mark the hallow'd Shrine, 


Where Beauty's bloom, and Virtues graces ſhine. 
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5 N ITH CnLoz, wanton Cu pip, play'd, 
At cards, and won all, from the Maid, 
Her jealous doubts, her anxious fears, 


Her ſudden ſighs, her angry tears. 


N She ſtaked, —the Urchin, won, beſide, 
5 i Her cruel ſcorn, her haughty pride; 


— A 


But worſt, indeed, he waged his dart, 


RF Ws Phan fee, 


Turn'd trumps, and won her virgin heart! 
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„ 
ON SENSIBILITY WITHOUT FEELING, 


: Max 1 thts are, who ch the gen'rous Art, 
> "Th ſoothe, and ſoften the deje cted heart; 
Claim every pang, HuuAN IT y beſtows, 
And weep, and agonize, at alien woes; 
They only play a part, they only ſeem, 
Let Miſery call, they ſtart, as from a dream; 


With cruel ſcorn, obligingly abuſe, 


And halt-refuſing, totally refuſe : 
"Tis pride, tis whim, that ſtrains the mimic eye, 
Tis vain ſelf-love, impels the ſpecious ſigh; 
Fools in their acting, all the cheats diſplay'd, 
They praiſe that Merit, which they will not aid, 
Fair words, of peace, the needy wretch, beguile, 
They read, they throb, they ſqueeze the purſe, and ſmile. 
Peace to all ſuch! whoſe ſordid minds, but mark 
Sneaking Compaſſion, not one noble ſpark ! 
So, ſome old column, mould'ring in decay, 
Shines, with a gilded outſide, on the way, 

But lean'd on, by ſome wretch, immediate falls, 
And tumbling, bears along, a weight of walls, 
Which o'er the ground, in aweful ruin ſpread, 
Heap ſtones and rubbiſh on his hapleſs head. 


ON 


( 64 * 
ON rnE ; RAVE 
OF A 
MURDERED INFANT. 
8 WEET Babe, who lyſt, neglected he; 
No weeping Sire, no mother near, 


T6 wet with tears thy graſſy tomb, 
And bid the circling willow bloom : 


Let, from a heart long learn'd to grieve, 


The tender rite of verſe receive! 


Who, young himſelf as yet, has been 
Sad Actor in Life's tragic Scene, 
And, would, ſupremely thankful be, 


Had, Heav'n, but choſe his infant Soul, with Thee | 


IMITATION 
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IMITATION 
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OLD SONG, 
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By SIX CHARLES SEDLEY. 


Wy ILE, lip to lip, exſtatic panting, 

I, all-requiring, you all-granting; 
While breaſt to breaſt, with curious eye 
Thy wond'rous ſtore of charms I ſpy, 

Ah! who wou'd weep, who wiſh to die, 

Except, in agonies of bliſs? 

Vet, ſuch his ſpite, fell Death, with thunder, 

Shall rive our twining arms aſunder, | 


Then let's purſue the precious plunder, 


And life, extinguiſh in a kiſs, 
Ev'n Death, himſelf, will pauſe at this! 


* 


. 


THE 


PENITENT!s COMPLAINT. 


$ 


| 1. | 
indo FPasr falls the rain, the bitter northwind blows, 
My ſhudd'ring limbs ſcarce bear my wretched weight, 
Chill, thro? my heart, the frozen life-blood flows, 


And hollow hunger, fainting, yields to fate, 
. 


Vet, %ere I die, oh! let me curſe this frame, 


Once, once, admir'd, now baneful, and abhor'd, 
Curſe thoſe pale eyes, that woke the treach'rous flame, 
' Curſe thoſe dry lips, that told, how I ador'd! 


III. 


Inhuman wretch ! he ſaw me, gladly bear 


$ 1 5 For him, the loſs of fortune, and of all; 


He ſaw me, bleſs his babe, with many a tear; 


He ſaw me charm, and ch! he ſaw me fall! 


IV. 


( 67) 
IV. 
Is there no ſtore of veng'ance in yon ſky, 
No mighty bolt to blaſt his hated head ? 
Does heav'n, too, mock the dim-imploring eye, 
And Mercy, reign alone, amidſt the dead? 
; | v. 5 
| Faſt flows the rain, the bitter northwind blows, _ 
My ſhudd'ring limbs, ſcarce bear this wretched weight, 


Chill, thro” my heart, the frozen life-blood flows;”” 
She ſaid, ſhe ſigh'd, ſhe ſunk, and bleſs'd her fate. 


K 2 A SCOTCH 
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A SCOTCH SERENADE. 


£ 


Arrravy ſee, the larks begin 
To hail the Morning-riſe, 
And wakefu' Sa xp v, heartleſs, waits 


"din 3 . WW I 
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The dawning of thine eyes. 


The dawning of them eyes, ſo bright, 
That pierc'd his boſom thro, _ | 1 
Mild as the blue cloud's wat'ry light, N 4 


Or, rainbow's radiant hue, 


Will you na'ope the door, my love, 


Will you na' let me in, 
Who, weeping, wait, the glance of fate, 


From your twa' een. 
* 


Il. 


The thiſtle, trembling to the vale, 


Hath nai fic thorns as love? 


Love, like a roſe- bud, ſweetly blooms, 


But oft doth canker prove. 


( 69 ) 


Vet, Peggy, thou ſo tender art, 
Thou feel'ſt the ſlight'ſt woe, 
Thou did'ſt e' en ſoothe my Blackbird's heart i 
And did'ſt ſweet tears beſtow. 
Will you na' ope the door, my Love, 
Will you na? let me in? 
For ſure you will nai' let me die, 


By your twa? een. 


. 


Now the ſnowdrop, drooping pale, 
Hangs its ſolitary head; 
Now, the lilly gems the Vale, 
And motley*d daiſies, bluſhing red; 
Now the linnet ſings aloft, 


And the pratling current flows; 


Fall the dews, deſcending ſoft ; 


And, o'er the mead, full flocks repoſe. 


Now the merry bells, ring, ring, 


And Nature welcomes 1n the ſpring. 
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APOTHEOSIS. 


5 UPPOSE me, quit this mortal dwelling, 
My ſpirit (bleſs us!) heav'n, or hell, in, 
Lud! what ſhrill ſighs, and ſhouts, and wailing, 


9 


The great folk, patrons of all learning, 


At laſt, my merits high, diſcerning; 


Lament my loſs, their bowels yearning. 


6 And is He dead? the Flower of . 
« Whoſe verſes we took ſuch delight in;“ 
& Alack! as dead as any whiting.” 


“% Aye, aye, he's but a broken pitcher,” 
& Had he liv'd longer, he'd be richer ;” 


Vet, let us give him now a niche, or,” 


«* Mauſoleum, for, truth is beſt, PET 
« Fancy, had fired, his glowing breaſt,” 
6% And Genius, her ſweet Boy, careſt.“ 


En 


Fair fate, and lucky necks befal ye, 1 
b Yet, riſing, from the dead I call ye; 
| And ſtill, alive, ye Rogues, to maul ye! 
* | 
- And now, right worthy Sirs, perpend, 
While Life remains, I want a friend; 
1 When Death comes on, why,— there's an End. 


Why AT a compound is life, of vice, virtue, and folly, 
This hour, roaring mad, and the next, melancholy ; 
Now, praying demurely at church, with the vicar, 

Now ſwearing and wrangling, for wenches and liquor : 
Complaining one time, of a ſad ſingle life, 

Then giving the Devil, that log, calPd a Wife. 

Gay, moping, and jarring, and chanting, and whining, 
Careſling, abuſing, exulting, repining; | 
In ſhort, fears, joys, doubts, make this queer Salma gundi, 


'DrartH devours it, and“ Gloria, fic, tranſit Mundi 1” 


SONG. 
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( 


'Auf 


| G, I was plac'd on yonder muir, 
In my ain cott, from ſtorms ſecure 
My arms around my bonny laſs, 


How quick the wint'ry hours would paſs. 


Gin, I could call this field my ain, 
And count the herds upon that plain; 
Or, till yon ground, with mickle glee, 
How blithe the Summer-months would be. 


Yet, as my pray'rs are ſar deny'd, 
Save, the blithe laſſie by my ſide; 
Let me, e'en ſpurn this giddy Ba' 


And ſwear my Jean is worth it a'! 


_ SONG. 


(93: 


LINNET's LAMENT. 


% 


No W flowly ſinking in the purple Weſt, 
The Lord of Splendor fought ambroſial reſt ; 
While Twilight pale with gentle hand, above 


Her fairy veil of ſullen vapour, wove; 

The falling ſtream a lulling murmur made, 

And night deſcended in the ſilent ſhade ; 
Afar, the Shepherd's pipe was heard to thrill, 
Warbling ſoft cadence to the tinkling rill; 
Young HEsPER roſe ſublime, with radiant eye, 


And veſtal Evening triumph'd o'er the ſky; 

When thus, enſhrined amid yon gloomy grove, 

A penſive LinNET mourn'd her abſent Love: 

« Dear partner of my days, whoſe glowing breaſt, 
Warm'd the ſcant manſion of our little neſt, 

Who wont, at morning-break, to flit away, 

Anxious to ſeek the viands of the day; 

Anxious, thy callow brood, at home to feed ; 

Thy callow brood | whoſe infant boſoms bleed. 

L Who, 


(- 34-4 1 
Who, while I ſadly drop the widow'd tear, 5 
| Look round, and fondly hope to find THEE here. g 
Curſt be the Clown, who robb'd thee of thy Liſe, 
O! may he never know a tender wife; 
| Neer hear his Children liſp their father's name, 
But roam forlorn, with penury and ſhame! 
In vain my darling ev ry force eſſay'd, 
In vain he fought, ſweet Hero of the Shade, 
In vain he ſhriek*d !—the barb'rous wretch _— 
'Tore the fond huſband from his mate belov'd 
Doom'd now, perchance, to glut ſome urchin 8 rage, 
Or ſtarve, ſad Captive! in a wiry cage. 
ie Poor bird! ſhe utter'd with a feeble ſound, 
44 Poor bird!” the pitying echoes ſigh'd around; 
When lo! quick ruſtling thro? the branches green, 
Flutt'ring, her Love, in extacy was ſeen; 
Mildly, ſhe on her boſom, plac'd his head, 
And ſooth'd his ſlumb'rs, while full tears ſhe ſhed, 
Of Gratitude— the woodmen in yon vale, 


Atteſt the nin feelings of this tale. 


A POETICAL 
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A POETICAL ADDRESS 
TO HER EXCELLENCY THE 


' COUNTESS or WESTMORELAND. 


Gems, and WorTH, the other day, 
By fortune, met upon their way, 

And while they wip'd the falling tear, 
Thus ſpoke, in ſympathy ſincere. 
„In vain the lovely Muſe inſpires, 

In vain, ſhe fans her pureſt fires; 

In vain, moſt amiably gay, 

Wildly, forms the ſportive lay; 

With HonovR's ardent dictate burns, 
Or, in majeſtic ſorrow mourns; 

No Par RON views her ſong with ſmiles, 
No promis'd bliſs her care beguiles ; 
No tuneful pomp of brave renown, 


Marks highly her melodious ſon; 
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No laurel-wreath his brow adorns, 
No haurel!-—but a wreath of thorns ; 


Not even his thoughts ſublime, can grace 


The hapleſs Poet with a place, 


Tho' plodding Wealth *mid roſes lies, 
And feeds on gold his doating eyes; ; 
Not all the] joy, his labours lend, 


Can gain one real, gen'rous friend; 


Not“ -quick on his golden throne above, 


Thus thunder'd forth Imperial Jove : 


© HERMEs, that wretch repining bring, 


Who poiſons HopE's ambroſian ſpring 


With doubts and fears, —l'l! change his ſtory, 


And make him own the fool before ye. „5 
Swift Mzxc'x x bow'd, and quick convey'd 
The penſive mourners from the ſhade, 
While with a frown of wrath ſublime, 

Jovx tax'd them for ſo bold a crime: 
Say, why ſo ſad, unlucky pair, 

Why ſunk beneath this load of care; 

Why look for patronage in vain, 

Or why, of partial Fate, complain ? 

Can you, a moment, ling'ring ſtand, 
While Bou Nx V points to WESTMORELANPD I 
\Whoſe genial favor ſoon ſhall ſhine, 
And make Life's pa. of pleaſure thine 
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I See, where SHE ſits in beauteous pride, 
j Diſpenſing good on ev'ry ſide; 
Checking pale Sorrow's languid ſigh, 
Clearing Deſpair's o'er-clouded eye; 
Raiſing the noble ſoul from Earth. 
* own thy words are true!“ ſaid Wok rn 3 
« ] own it too,” GExIVs reply'd, 
ce And on her tender heart rely'd, 
Shall pen Jovx's candid judgment down,. 
He ſaid, and haſted up to town: 
And on mature, and ſage reflexion, 
Lays the whole tale to your inſpection. 
O! may it meet but ſome ſucceſs, 


— is mine to Wiſh, 'tis YOUR's to bleſs! 


SONNLT, 


( * ) 


EONNET, 
TO THE 
Rev. Mz. STERLING, - 
DÞIRIT of Spencer, from thy fulry wild, 


Inſpire, while glowing with unuſual flame, 


I cull each flow'r, by WIN TER undefild, | Y 
And teach the woodland Echo, STERLING?s name. 
STERLING, whoſe wand can break old Do LLNESs' ſpell, 
With pow?rs of verſe, the rugged carle aſſail, 


Lead the wrapt Thought to Inſpirations cell, 


And finiſh Chivalry's heroic tale, 


Where, whilom Chaucrn's ſelf, and Thou, ſweet 


Sprite did'ſt fail! | 
II. 
Whether the ſonnet, feelingly he weaves, 
Collecting all the ſecret flow'rs of rhime, 
Or, burſting thro? a bow'r of laurel-leaves, 


Snatches of Epic pomp the trump ſublime, 


The Musz admires——Long may his ſapient hand, 


Melodious, ſtrike the full-reſponſive chord, 


Long may he ſeize the ſweets of Fairy-Lanp ; 


And all the bliſs poetic plains afford. 


Long may he melt the eye, and reign the boſom's lord! 
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LATITIA. 


=; 
5 OFT Syren of my ſoul! when firſt you ſmil'd, 
Inſenſibly, the ſhaft of Torment flew, 
Each tender glance my flutt'ring peace beguiPd ; 
Nor yet, the Miſtreſs of my heart, I knew. 


II. 
Unknown, unſeen, but not unfelt, thy charms 


Did ſilently my ſimple breaſt ſubdue z 
Trembling, and pale, I throbb'd with new alarms; 


At laſt fond Nature pointed fair to you! 


III. 
Comparing with the viſion of my mind 
Thy frame, I ſaw it match'd, but more improv'd, 
Quickly, my flame to pureſt height refin'd 
Sadly, the unfrequented fields I rov'd, 
Fed on thy angel-face, grew penſive, ſigh'd, and 


lov'd. 


Or, if I flumber'd by ſome chryſtal flood; 


Or from the torrent ſav'd, my boon a kiſs, — 


And ſorrowing, would 1 wiſh, beneath yon Tree, 


( 8 ) 


IV. 


With envy, oft the cruel walls, I view'd, "Uo 
That held thee cloſe, deſpairing, paus'd to weep, 


Still, thy pure image floated on my ſleep : 
And often (ruthleſs Fancy!) did I ſeem, | 
To hang, entranced, o'er thy beauteous form, 
And oft, I ſnatch'd Thee, thro' the midnight ſtorm ; = 
Then would the death-knell interrupt my bliſs; 


Ah! that this laſt, laſt death knell toll'd for Me!“ a 
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TO THE MEMORY OF FIELDING. 
þ 
g W HEN Sorrow wont her meagre hand diſplay, 


And all the train of Tranſ port, frighted, fly, 
To thy ſweet lines, I turn a languid eye; 
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Soon, ſoon, illum'd with HumouR's ſparkling ray: 
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For at thy magic word, dull doubts, and brooding fears 
8 II. 

Dazaled with thy * Meridian glare, I turn 

To the meek Parſon, and his pupil true, 

OF; deeply with thy fond AMELIA mourn, 

And all the woes of private Virtue view. 


III. 


Thine was the pen, in Judgment's fount, embu'd, . 


Thine was the pen, to touch each maſter-ſpring, 9 
Pale Vice, abaſh'd, not daring to be good; 1 
And worth compleat, thy ſerious Muſe cou'd ſing. 1 


IV 

 NarurE herſelf, fits ſmiling o'er thy page, 
Compaſſion weeps, and Laughter holds his ſide ; 
LIE treads, unmaſk'd, thy full hiſtoric Stage, 
Whilſt RABELAls' wit, CERVANTEs comic pride, 


And LivY's fluent ſtile, thy matchleſs palm vice. 
* Tom Jones. | 
M „oer, 


( 82 1 


8-0 N N K T. 
o THE | 
RIGHT HON. LADY FITZGIBBON. | 


8 WEET, fair, and young, in whoſe cxleſtia eye, 

Beams the mild fluid of the ev*ning-ſky ; 

Meek, ſoft, and gentle, in whoſe roſy cheek, 

The baſhful bluſhes of the Morning break : 

Learn'd, good, and great, in whoſe unbounded mind, 

Dwells tender Worth, and Elegance refin'd. 

Attend !—thy path with SYRIN G's firſt bloom I ftrew, 
And with the lilly pale, the myrtle knit, 

One ſhews thy feeling ſou], and one thy wit. 

O! may thy ſmile, the wither'd leaf renew, 

Which pines, in mock'ry, on my aching brow | 

Give to the drooping bay it's native hue, 

Bid the rich ſeeds of ſmother'd Fancy blow, 

And wreſt me from yon haggard dzmon!—Wor. 
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SO NN E T. 
FO 
N 1 G HT. 
1 21 
Tur Scene is ſtill, an awful pauſe enſues, 


Save, when the chill wind ſhakes the ruſtling f. pray, 
Blank Darkneſs taints the landſcape's vary'd hues; 


And NATURE ſeems to mourn the DEATH OF Dar. 


IT. 
The glimm'ring Stars, faint vigils keep above, 
The pale ey'd Moon, in penſive pomp, preſides ; 
Slowly, the clouds their ſilvery fleeces move; 
And the tall Copſes nod, and float in vernal tides. 


III. 
Now, gentle Ni GH! my aching boſom balm, 
Drop thy enliv'ning dews upon my breaſt, 
Bid that wild ſpot, like all around, be calm; 
And lull the warring paſſions wild, to reſt, 


IV. . 


* % 


6 


O! for one heav'nly trance, to waft my ſoul, 
From this vain toiling world of want, and woe, 
To ſee the elements ſublimely roll; 


And ſtep o'er LoBESA, that mock our globe below. 
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LS ONNEST, 
ro 


LADY CHARLOTTE RAW DON. 


A S to my frantic eye I pictur'd dread, 

GENn1vs, with bleeding boſom, wildly bare, 
Weeping, in tears of gore, on FORTUNE dead, 
Sadly, in ſilent woe, I droop'd my head, 

And woc'd fell DEATH to force the graſp of CARE; 

Till thy zthereal | image check'd the ſigh 
Thy form benign, ſtood, beck'ning me to reſt, 


Thou breath'ſt a halcyon-calm around my bi eaſt; 
Where Hops, (pale taper in a charnel vault,) 

Juſt glimm'ring lay, —thy promiſe ſweet, beguil'd 

My tortur'd ſenſe, my agonizing thought, 

I look*d to Thee, and ſmiPd! 

But ah! in Pleaſure's ſpecious gulph again I fell, 
Without one twig to catch! fair ſcenes farewell, 
If, Angel-like, thou do'ſt not light my way, 
And lead me, penitent, to day! — 
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To THE MEMORY OF COLLINS. - 
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Pt ACE, ſweet Enthuſiaſt! to thy gentle ſhade, 
Whoſe timid ſtep immortal Fancy led, 

Where the mix'd Pass os throng'd the holy glade; 

Or, where SPRING linger'd ver FipELE's bed. 


3 


Wild, as the lucid lightning's ſudden blaze, 
Thine awful genius ſtruck the golden ſtring, 
The Muſe, in Thee, her brighteſt ſtore diſplays; 
And from thy page the ſparks of phrenzy ſpring | 


II. 


O'er thy lone tomb ſhall injured MRT weep, 

And Pors v, the baneful harp, diſcard; 

O! could not Wok TH thy peace unbroken, keep! 
O! could not TALEN THS fave Thee, hapleſs Bard! 


Wo 5 ASS FP 


SO N N . 


10 


CAPTAIN ATEKINSON. 


Drscrxp, THALIA! from thy ſummer cloud, 
Skirted with light, in ſmiling pomp deſcend, 

Nor with a maſk thy beauteous features ſhroud ; 
And twine freſh roſes for my matchleſs friend ! 


* 


Thy ſmile ſweet-beaming brightens o'er his page, 
Thy hand, ſo delicate! each ſketch refines, 
Thou fling'ſt a radiance o'er his ſportive lines; 

Thou ſhed'ſt a lambent luſtre on the Stage. 


II. 
Bleſt, by thy ſportive ATKIN SO approv'd 


I'd teach my youthful lyre nis name belov'd; 


Ardent, I'd ſeek to reach his lofty praiſe, _ } 
As eaglets view the Su x's meridian rays, 7 


— 


With eye unpraQtiſed, and a feeble gaze! * 


SONNET, 


187 


$0 N NET; 


TO 


2 Za * 
Den. — r 
— 4, wo og wr erm 


—_— 


- 
* 
= _ — 
— 


% 


FANCY. 


+ 
. 
9. 
” 
85 
\ 
» 


30 
ba 
C35 
0 * 

9 
[| 


O FANCY! lead me to thy woodbine bow'r, 
What time the dim-ey'd bat, on leathern wing, 


[ Proclaims mild Evening's melancholy hour, 


r 


And calls each Elf to Cr.oD10's haunted ſpring, 
For OBRoN's merry *tendants then, have pow'r; 
Meanwhile, faint Echoes to their murmurs ring; 
And HzsPxs ſtoops behind a ſapphire cloud, — 
Sweet Fancy then, each purer viſion bring, 


Each ſcene celeſtial, to my mental eye; 
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Till pealing deeply full, with ſullen ſwing, 
From ſteeple-top, the death knell ſcares each joy, 
And ſcatters o'er the vale thy fairy crowd. 
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INN OCE NC E. 


I. 


EIeatlanoczncel thou roſe without a thorn, C | 


Sportive, and fearleſs as the gentle dove, 


How art thou left to TREACH'RY'S ſnare, forlorn ; 
How dragg'd, relentleſs, from thy ſiſter Love ; 
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T knew THREE once, but Life's malignant bowl, 4 
Has poi ſon'd ev'ry virtue, quench'd each fire, | 


'Ting'd the pure, limpid ſources of the foul, = 
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And tun'd to Pride's vain ear the flatt'ring Lyre. 
III. 


Farewell the time, when we were wont to ſtray, 


Or fondly linger in the ſweet alcove, 


Greeting the tender dawn of op'ning Morn! 
Ah! little did I think, I ere ſhould ſay, 
How art thou left to Treach'ry's ſnare forlorn ; 
How dragg'd, relentleſs, from thy ſiſter Love ! 
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SJ ONNET 
5 
"LADY DE VESCI 


1 of thy raiſe, 4 in former time, I ſung, 
And now, renew the tributary ſtrain ; 

| Haply, my harp to loftier meaſures ſtrung, 
The ſoft ſubmiſſion of thine ear may gain. 
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Thy hand, even firſt, with amiable grace, 
1 Gave to my infant graſp the envy'd bay, 


Thine eye, firſt ſaw, rude Merit's ſlender trace, 
3 And Genius glimmer o'er my ſimple lay: | 
3 "Thou ſaw'ſt and ſmil'd !-—approvingly ſincere, 9 
Thy partial ſentence warm'd my kindling breaſt, 4 
And oft has Memory, diſturb'd, diſtreſt, ” 1 
Wept on thy goodneſs with a ſilent tear! | jb 
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s ONNE T, 


TO. 


Mus. AUSTIN. 


I. 


Fo R Tur, my Muſe, her firſt, fond chaplet wove, 
Sele cting flow'rets wild, with artleſs hand 
And thou did'ſt deign the poor meed to approve, 

And thou did'ſt bid my humble hopes expand. 

. 
Charm'd with thy ſmile, I thought each flow'r grew 
ſweet, 

A lovelier bloom the ſimple garland wore, 
Quick did my breaſt with buſy tranſport beat, 

And my fluſh'd cheek, the tint of pleaſure bore z 

But ah! *tis fled, *tis faded—yet, once more, 
| Let PAR D ox ſtoop from her ethereal ſhrine, 
And ſmiles of glad applauſe my conſcious heart refine. 
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SON N E x, 


TG Ann 5 | 
INVISIBLE MISTRESS. . 


Ap ſhall I live to love, yet hide my pain, 
Dor breathe one whiſper, fraught with ſecret ſighs, 
Shall I not, to the ſavage ſhore complain, 
Or tell the wind, that o'er yon ocean flies ? 
Ah no!—leſt babbling Echo catch her name, 
Leſt ſome too buſy ſpcite, the tale proclaim, 
And lean, to hear my paſſion from the ſkies. 
Yes, SWEET INVISIBLE, more firm than ſteel, 
My breaſt, my breaſt, thy dear name ſhall conceal ; 
In that ſtrong caſket, precious jewel, reſt ! 
Till DEATH unlock the whole, till common clay F 
Makes that retentive hoard, no more a BREAST. =_ 


Not, in delirious trance THAT WoRD ſhall 'ſcape, 
For SECRECY, in SLUMBER's languid ſhape, 
Shall mar each ſyllable, that could combine, 
Io frame that word, which ever ſnhall be MINE. 


SONNET, 


SO NNE T, 
Fo THE M US E. 


' Yr S, I have met thee on the lonely ſtrand, 

. And traced thy footſtep o'er the printed ſand 3 

11 Thy roſy cheek, with heav'n's own bluſhes ſpread, 

{ | Thy ſwimming eye, of rich voluptuous blue, 

{1 Thy treſſes radiant as the amber's hue; | 

4 Thy breaſt, where Tranſport form'd his N bed. 
Pre ſeen, — and often, often, ſtrove in vain, 

To catch thee, fleeting o'er the duſky plain; 

FEELING, and THEE, by yon broad lake, I've ſpy'd, 
Marking with tranced eye the dimpling ſtream, 

When baſhful Cynthia, thron'd in ſolemn Price, 
Flung, ever and anon, a ſhatter'd beam.— 

Why mock the youth, whoſe ſoul ſincerely woos, 
Ah! why not viſit my ſequeſter'd cell, er]. 
Tales of delightful deeds, myſterious tell, 

And ſoothe my bleeding boſom, lovelieſt Mysz ! 
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> T'rs like a hat without a head, 
"Tis like a houſe without a ſhed, 
Tis like a gun without a lock, 
a Tis like a ſwain without a flock, 
Tis like a town without a ſchool, 
*Tis like a King without a fool, 
*Tis like a dog without a tall, 
Tis like a barn without a fail, | 


*Tis like a gooſe without a ſpit, 


*Tis like a brain without a wit, F | 
»Tis like a cap without a border, i | 
*T1s like a bill without an order, ; 
Tis like a ſhop without a clerk, { 
*Tis like a flint without a ſpark, pl 


*Tis like a knave without a place, 
"Tis like a knife without a caſe, 
Tis like a lawyer without Latin, 


"Tis like a meeting without G 
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In ſhort, at once to ſtop my mouthing, 


Tis like what is it like? like x0THING. 
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None views with awe that clay which Heav'n inſpir'd, 


None crowns his ſpot with flow'rs, from noiſe retir'd; 
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ON 


POETICAL DELUSION. 
” x.” 
Va IN, vain, my ſoul, to ſeek for BL1ss below, 
She's fled to Heav'n, and bids us ſeek her there: 


On earth, what breaſt will guard the CHILD or wog? 
What hand the front of pallid Sorrow clear? 


3 


Bur Mos r THE PoE T FEELS |—diſgrac'd and ſpurn'd, 
No parent o'er his ruin'd fortune weeps; | 

SILENCE, and MIDNIGHT ſee his bones inurn'd; 
And o'er his tomb impaſſive dullneſs ſleeps. 


III. 


That clay, all vivid, with Promethean heat; 


None ſings, to him who ſung, the meaſure ſweet. 


IV. What 
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IV. 


| What boots it with inceſſant care to toil, 

To bid the tragic Maid ſublimely wail; 
To raiſe on HuMovR's cheek the kindling ſmile, 
Or, thrill the tender nerve with Pity's tale. 


What boots it all hen, to cold ſcorn a prey, 
No Patron checks young Merit's modeſt ſighs, 


But ſome fond lip, in future time, ſhall ſay, 
Here, yet alive, the charming Poet lies.“ 
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Taz FAREWEL, ox VOYAGE or LIFE. 


- 


us, quando te aſpiciam'! 


— 


Drax, rural ſcenes of tranquil joy, 
That pleas'd my ſoul, while yet a boy! 
Sportive, the vernal plain I rov'd, 


4 Dear, rural ſcenes! admir'd, belov'd, 


Your ſafer harbour, now, I leave, 


To tempt this world's tumultuous wave. 
My little ſkiff, I urge from ſhore, 
With feeble hand, and ſlender oar, 


We part, perchance, to meet no more! 


Farewel, my BayNnHam's cordial glow, 

His placid temper's eaſy flow! _ 

Farewel, the Scuoor, by churchyard-way, 
Where noiſy Learning f. pent the day, 


Where Humour quibbled, Wit reply'd, 

And Judgment fat in ſapient pride! 

Farewel, the ſtool by Hu Gco's hearth, 
Where roſe-lip'd Frolic, join'd with Mirth, 

The evening pipe, the brimming bowl, 
The open hand, the liberal ſoul, 

The mind, tho' ſimple, full of lore, 

The honeſt Landlord's frugal ſcore, 


LO) 
The Lzyrrcrs*, in pomp ſublime, 
The weaver, deep in myſtic rhime, 
The tale of witchcraft, wont to fright 
The artleſs audience of the night, 
Who drew, thro? terror, inſecure, 
Their ſeats, by inches, from the door, 
Leſt the ſwart fiend ſhould pinch behind, 
+, Onr'oN enter on the wind! 
Farewel, the dear, the claſſic hour, 
When rapture came, cæleſtial pow'r ! 
When Ts ANSPORT flung her balmy dews, 
When HisToRryY woo'd the ſerious Muſe, 
When Pol ir ics informed each brain, 
When PitTY, was op'ned plain, 
When Lovx would toaſt the Village-laſs, 
And FxxLIN G ſweeten every glaſs, 


Dear Times dear Friends |—my barque's from ſhore, 


I ſhun the rock, I ply the oar, 


AND FATE MAY BRING ME BACK, ONCE MORE | 


* A ſtrange monſter, of the amphibious kind, between 


Knave and Fool. 
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To CR MALI. 


By each fond ſmile, by every winning grace, 
By all the heaven of beauty in thy face, 

Say, why ſo harder'd thy relentleſs heart, 

[7 Proof to my pray'rs, and Love's unerring dart: 


So beams the diamond with firy hue, 


As ſweetly brilliant, and as flinty, too! 
A PASTORAL. 


1 1 
'T' S night, and the village is ſtill, 
The weſt- wind breathes ſoft o'er the vale, 
No noiſe, but the neighbouring mill, 
Can the ear of ſad Silence aſſail. 


IT. 
Rock'd to ſleep on the Beeche's green bough, 
The Blackbird lies, heedleſs of ſong ; - 
While the ſtream prattles ſweetly below, 


S * 


And haſtes its ſmooth channel along. | 


III. Hark! 
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III. 


Hark! a bleat from the far diſtant fold, 


Proclaims ſome poor wandr'er aſtray, 
| To” 


Silly Swain, was thy flock left untold? 
Or, do'ſt thou, at ſome wake, delay ? 


IV. 


Now the Moon is ſerenely enſhrin'd, 


And the Stars keep their vigils of night, 


Dim-twinkling yon vapour behind, 
Or ſheeting the cloud, with ſoft light. 


V. 


Contemplation, ſits rapt on yon hill, 

And liſtens to FAN c 's fond tale, 

No noiſe, but the neighbouring mill, 
Can the ear of ſad Silence aſſail! 
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R, . is man? 


Whoſe hand, the ſpirit of conſcience throws aſide, | 5 


With a bare whiſper, muſt the ſoaring ſoul, 
Still ſink to earth, and with the body, feel 
Confinement's laſhes, penury's chill graſp, 

And envy's felon rage !-—around me, crowd, 


The fiends of horror, preſs upon my ſight, 


And ſtill, extinguiſh Hope's ſepulchral lamp! 
Ev'n while I fit beneath this blaſted thorn, _ 
Whoſe wither'd branches whiſtle to the gale, 
Remembrance, opens drear, her ſpectred ſcene, 
And with her ſhadowy wand marks out the whole ! 
Mean while Contrition, like an Angel, ſtands 
Behind me, and with fiercer ſcorpion goads—.— 
How have I fallen! echo it ye caves, 


Ye lonely deſarts, echo it again, 


Augment my ſorrows, and ye pealing winds, 
Ring the black ſecret in my ſtartled ear 
Hal can I bear it?—am ] left the butt 


Of every idle murmur? - muſt I ſhrink 
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At ev'ry trembling leaf—can SiLENCE ſelf, 
More eloquent than fancy, print my heart 
With bloody diftates yet, it muſt be ſo, 
Till, looſened from this noiſome log of clay, 
I burſt life's barrier—life !—aye, what is that? 
A poor, mean, reptile bleſſing, trod upon 
By pow'rs ſuperior, ſubje& to the ſneer 
Of leſſer Come then, holy Fortitude ! 
Hor vl not ſo, —but in thy gloomieſt dreſs; 
Thy deep frown, threat'ning the cæleſtial ſeat, 
Thy raven-locks, in wild diſorder, caſ.— 
Forget not too, thy dagger—lo! thou com'ſt, 

Propenſely ready at the wretch's call. 
And, ſhall I ſtrike? 
The nerve is firm, the blade is killing keen, 
The troubled boſom, riſes to the blow, 

— And, ſhall I ſtrike? 
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8 ON N E x., 


1 


MISS BROOK x. 


Porr IC Maid! whoſe ſacred hand, perfumes 
With ſweeteſt incenſe the Parnaſſian ſhrine, 

Rifles, of ancient ſong, the ſickly blooms; _ 
And bids the fading flow'rets, richly ſhine, 


if Accept, from one unknown, the votive line, 

Line, well- re pay'd! if from thy laureate crown, 
Thou fling'ſt one vernal leaf, in pity, down; 
Which Pz1Dz, may round my youthful temples twine. 


SONNET, 
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5 5 HAT time, gay warbling at thy golden gate, 
The ſhrill lark, floating on a beam of light, 
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Startles the ling'ring vapours of the Night, 

And chears thy dawn, in minſtrelſy elate, 
Oft, let me mark thy gradual bluſhes glow, 
Streaking the vernal ſcene with fainter red ; 
Oft, view thee, glimm' ring in the vale below; 
Or meet thee, orient, on the mountain-head. 
The Muſe meanwhile, ſhall ſportive, riſe, and ſing, 

Drinking pure rapture from thy roſy ray, 
Bathe in thy dewy flow'rs, her ardent wing, 

And ſparkle in the ſunny eye of Day: 

The rural Laſs ſhall wonder at the fight, 
The ploughman ſtrong, the magic deed relate, 
Then, ever, let me hail thy glories bright; 

What time, gay warbling at thy golden gate, 
The ſhrill lark floats upon a beam of light! 


SONNET, 


10 


S ON N E T, 


TO. 


MISS BKOOKE 


Po E TIC Maid! whoſe ſacred hand, perfumes 
With ſweeteſt incenſe the Parnaſſian ſhrine, 

Rifles, of ancient ſong, the ſickly blooms; 
And bids the fading flow'rets, richly ſhine. 


Accept, from one unknown, the votive line, 
Line, well-repay'd! if from thy laureate crown, 
Thou fling'ſt one vernal leaf, in pity, down; 
Which PRIDE, may round my youthful temples twine. 


SONNET, 
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Wy AT time, gay warbling at thy golden gate, 
The ſhrill lark, floating on a beam of light, 
Startles the ling*ring vapours of the Night, 

And chears thy dawn, in minſtrelſy elate, 

Oft, let me mark thy gradual bluſhes glow, 
Streaking the vernal ſcene with fainter red; 

Oft, view thee, glimm'ring in the vale below; 

Or meet thee, orient, on the mountain-head. 

The Muſe meanwhile, ſhall ſportive, riſe, and ſing, 
Drinking pure rapture from thy roſy ray, 

Bathe in thy dewy flow'rs, her ardent wing, 

And ſparkle in the ſunny eye of Day: 

The rural Laſs ſhall wonder at the fight, 

The ploughman ſtrong, the magic deed relate, 

Then, ever, let me hail thy glories bright; 

What time, gay warbling at thy golden gate, 

The ſhrill lark floats upon a beam of light! 
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$0 NNE ST, 
To * HE 
RIGHT HON. LORD DONOUGHMORE. 


SOTEFP is the path that marks the Muſe's hill, 


Abrupt and rude, to thoſe who toil below; 


But on the ſummit lies th? inſpiring rill; 
By whoſe bright banks the flow'rs of fancy blow : 
Ah! deign, great Maſter of that genuine glow 
Which. burns, ſuperior, in the patriot breaſt, 
To ſnew me, where the wreaths ambroſial grow; 
Where amaranths, in bloomy verdure dreſt, 
Fling fragrance thro? the pure poetic clime; 


So may I weave, with warbled ſpells of rhime, 


A laſting crown to bind thy honor'd brow, 
Worthy thy front to wear, a Poet to beſtow; 
For led by thee, my faultring ſtep may gain 


The envied height, all elſe, is toil, and painl 


INCONSTANCY. 
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INCONSTANCY. 


Go, Nymph, unfaithful as the air! 
Fair, yet falſe, and oft forſworn; 
So, leave thy Victim to deſpair; 
Leave thy deluded love to mourn | 


And, when by e told, 
Von wither'd clods his boſom fold, 
Paſs ſportive, unregarding by, 


Nor ſtream one tear from that pernicious eye, 


Which might perchance, his graſſy grave illume, 


And even in death, annoy the ſlumbers of the tomb. 


Haply, the knell may ſmite thine ear, 
But do not pauſe, the knell to hear, 
Fach peal thy guilty ſoul will ſhake, 
(If late contrition enters there ;) 
Each ſolemn ſound thy heart will break, 
And falſe, and cruel, as thou art, 
I would not, could not, break that heart! 


SONG. 
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Teri me not, of Joys in love, 

I, who all its changes prove, mo 
I, who all its load ſuſtain, 

Swear, by Jove, 
The bliſs is poiſon'd by the pain, 

What tho” panting in your arms, 

The virgin yield her bluſhing charms; 
What, tho? from her ene eye, 
Heavens raptures fly, 

And magic heat each vein alarms ; 
What tho? from the ſoft brace, 

Sparks electric, fire the ſoul, 

Mount from the boſom, to the face, 
And as they roll, 
All thoughts of mortal care efface; 3 

Vet tell me not, of joys in love, 

I, who all its changes prove; 

I, who all its load ſuſtain, 
Swear, by Jove, 


The pleaſur's poiſon'd by the pain. 
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WOMAN and WINE; 
AN 
Tt LL RW 


: «Wo MEN and Wine“ is a very fine ſong, 
But in it, there haps to be one thing wrong, | 
For to ſhew their beſt flavor, it ought to have ſung, 
WINE, when old, and WoMAN, when young; 
Io us, Fate, the firſt-ſhot of either, beſtow, 
Keep the Lees, and the Hags, for the Miſer, and Beau! 
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FURNITURE 


OF A 
% 


COURTIER's UPPER STORY. | 


Ierons, Impudence, four ſtone, 
Pride, two, and twenty ton, alone; 
SUBMISSION, ſome fix thouſand barrels, 
Five quarters, of ſtate-feuds, and quarrels ; | 
Ten pound of wit, one grain of ſenſe, | [ 
Three capers, and as many pence; 5 | 
* by Seruples 
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Scruples of conſcience, one, or two, 

Debts, quite innumerable, due. 

Fears, doubts, and ſmall miſtakes, by dozens, 
Ounces of hope, to country couſins ; | 
Promiſes, which each morning doubles, 


And laſt, not leaſt—a peck of troubles. 


To 
SAMUEL WHY TEF, Es 


Grxrovs and candid, good without pretence, 
Thy ſoul refleQs a luſtre on thy ſenſe 

Skilld, from the gem of Genius, unrefin'd, 

T” extraCt ſuch beams, as taſte alone, can find ; 
Whoſe eagle-glance the latent glory ſpies, 
And hails the wonder, with exultant eyes! 


Could aught my verſe avail, thy worth ſublime, 
Should gild the darkneſs of my humble line; 
Illumin'd thus, the ſong would learn to glow, 

And borrow'd beams, ſuperior light beſtow, 
Poor is this meed, but what the head denies, 


The grateful heart, more amiably, ſupplies. 
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SCRIBBLING PHYSICIAN. 


IN vain, ſatyric tomes, you write, 
Vour verſes hurt not, faith, 
But recipes in proſe indite! 

our profe is inſtant death. 


THE 
POET's INVENTORY. 


A BROKEN fltool, two legs demoliſt'd, 
A board, by conſtant friction poliſn'd; 

A bottle-neck, for ink or candle; 

A batter'd jug, without a handle; 

A dozen pens, the worſe for ſcribbling ; 
A trap to keep the mice from nibbling; 

A box for coals, the bottom out ; 


A teapot, lacking top and ſpout; 


A tottring 
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A tott'ring chair, the back long miſſing; 
A ſcreen, which wants a woundy pieceing; 
A bed, without a ſheet, or blanket ; 


A pint of beer, if no one drank it; 


A Fielding's works, volume the ſecond ; 
And thus the whole eſtate is reckon'd. 


N AY, tell me not, Kitty, that kiſſing's a fault, 
If we are bad pupils, *twas NATURE that taught; 
Een WisDoM himſelf condeſcends to play deep, 


And Divinity catches his text from the lip. 


Il. 


| While the bloom of deſire, quick envermils the cheek, 


We learn from ſweev kiſſes, what maids will not ſpeak, 


Then why ſhould you ſtruggle ſome words to deny, 


Since all I require, is a ſilent reply. 


mn. 


When Co PID, on IDA, by VENUs was bred, 


On ſighs he was ſuckled, on kiſſes he fed; 
The kiſſes he ſtole, his fair damſels to move, 


And the firſt ſmack he gave them, they chiiſten'd 8 


Lo vx. 


SONNET, 


qui) 


SONN E T, 
To 


POETICAL ENTHUSIASM. 


1 


O COME, thou Nymph of luMrous eye, 
In all the pomp of fancy dreſt, | 
Thy looſe robe ſtain'd with Heav'ns own dye; j 
A rainbow, ceſtus o'er thy breaſt; 
O! come, and mount thy car, and glance athwart the 
ſky. 


II. 


She mounts, the cloudy courſers ſtart, 
With whirlwind ſpeed they waft the foul ; 
Now from all nether lights depart ; 
Now thunder by the trembling pole, 
And fill with awe ſublime the glorying heart. 


— 


Comets 
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III. 


Comets defert their burning ſpheres, 
And fiery meteors join our train, 
Streaming, the Northern glow appears, 
And lancing lightnings pour in vain, 
Unhurt fair Fancy flies, nor flame, nor tempeſt fears, 
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